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Author's Notes: 

| managed to shock myself with this story. Its not my intention to slur or disrespect the mentioned band, of 
whom I've grown to be quite fond. This story is meant to be amusing, hilarious, and maybe a bit ridiculous and 
it doesn't depict real events or the lives of the people referred. | definitely don't make any profit from 
publishing it and | hope whoever (even though | have a vague suspicion of who this might be ;-) )made this 
wish gets a good laugh for Ficmas! 


We were squeezed into Christian's narrow couch, designed to accommodate two, now fitting three, our faces 
glum, perhaps perturbed. Definitely not cheerful as we had started our night. A weird silence had befallen us - 
that is Christian, our host, Jean-Michel, and |. Mario... Well, Mario couldn't obviously attend our friendly 
gathering, although one couldn't quite claim that he was completely absent, too. 


| held my face tilted, head supported by my palm on my left cheek, gazing at the screen in front of me, 
although | couldn't concentrate on the.. motion pictures anymore; might as well be a cooking contest, or a 
scary, gory thriller. Jean-Mi was testing his throat with grunting sounds and Christian was licking his 
voluptuous lips, now and again grimacing into funny duck faces, indecisive of what to say. Something was 


nagging him, it was obvious; he was uneasy, yet he remained silent - like all of us. 


On the coffee table were standing three half-empty bottles of some organic, Belgian, monastery beer - a 

brand only Christian would have picked up - next to a big platter of walnuts, cashews, almonds, and a colorful 
variety of biologically farmed berries, such as raspberries, strawberries, and goji berries.. Everything nature 
could provide to keep our LDL at tolerable levels. Our vegetarian bandmate always took care of us, whenever 
he was given the opportunity, and this night wasn't an exception. At least, it hadn't started like that, anyway. 


The sour taste of the fruit reflected perfectly the bemusement and concern that followed. Our spoilt moods. 


Earlier, Jean-Michel and | had toyed with the offered delicacies, putting the red, sexy berries into our mouths 
with provocative intentions, air-kissing each other for fun and pouting our lips in front of our patient host, 
imitating girls hooked on Instagram. By now he was used to the incessant teasing within our band, it was a 
common practice, so it was nothing new to him. He was watching us ridiculing ourselves with our berry-sour 
faces, all scrunched up, while he was smiling stoically as if he possessed some kind of higher knowledge in 
comparison to the carnal-driven, low-lives, who still consumed manufactured food and meat products. But 


that's Christian, and we all loved him, so.. Nobody's perfect. 


"I still wonder how you still get chicks with your quirks." | was telling him while struggling to get down a 
handful of mixed, said berries, because, damn, too much beer consumption was now asking for something solid 


in my stomach. "These are inedible!" 


"They are healthy - and they are good for your érection.. Makes your dick harder..." Christian had made a 
point, fisting his hand explicitly in front of me and | scoffed. 


"Jesus, Christian - | don't need help to get hard!" 


"-True." Jean-Mi interrupted in confirmation without looking at us, only to make me cast him an intense glare 


at his sudden talkativeness. 


| guess you need motivation too.. Something lush.. Maybe plump and moving.. Something squishy.. Moist and 
hot.. and tight." | started developing my arguments ardently, bringing the appropriate images in my mind to 
support my theory. 


"Something compliant.. Open to suggestions.." Jean-Mi intervened again and | glared back at him. 


Oui... Oui... | know exactly what you mean.. | think I've discovered something that might fit the description.” 
Christian said enigmatically and turned on the TV. It was already tuned in to some web page. 


"A new video? Music is always a turn-on factor!" | said, before actually paying attention to the site he had 


just logged in to. 


"Are you naive? Its not music, you dumbass - it's porn!" Jean-Michel blurted enthusiastically. "Hehe, Christian 
knows better - Yeah, porn is good and welcome when you've run out of options." Jean-Michel chuckled at our 


guitarists weird proposal. | only cringed at him - this was not what | would expect of the saintly Christian. 


"Can anyone remind me why are we looking for something to turn us on? | thought we were here to discuss a 


new idea that you, Christian had and set a rehearsal schedule." | said and Christian blushed before replying: 


"Well.. Trust me. What | have for you is quite innovative." and turned his cute head towards the 60-inch TV 


screen, which was already manifesting the signs of some questionable live footage. 
It could be a cooking contest or a scary, gory thriller.. 
Alas, no. 


It was my little brother's sweet, creamy ass-cheeks, swinging and swaying in the most provocative and 
unprecedented manner, like two chunky jelly blocks, right in front of our startled eyes. The huge screen 
enlarged the images, offering the spectator high scrutinizing resolution of the exposed... item. It was... Jesus! It 
was gross! | turned my face to Christian and Jean-Mi who were absorbed in the spectacle, their eyes opened 


wide, flabbergasted, bearing a curious look. | turned my head back to the TV. 


We sat still, watching the sexy dance of my brother, speechless. The only sound was that cheesy Def Leppard 
song, pour some something on me, or whatever, and the occasional grunts and moans coming from my 
brother's pouty mouth. It was shocking. He was wearing red and purple feathers around his neck, in what 
appeared to be a slutty scarf and he was teasing the viewer with a same-colored feathery wand. Otherwise, 


he was stark naked. | presume he had lost the rest of his attire at an earlier stage of his live performance. 


Mario was showing everything to the camera, smiling promiscuously, licking his lips sensually. He was touching 
his balls and stroking his remarkable dick, which was standing erect and throbbing and even leaking, exposing 
every detail, straight in our faces! It was obscene! | couldn't decide if it was hilarious or lame. | averted my 
eyes from my naked sibling, upset, and focused on the familiar background environment: a set of drums at the 
fringe of the frame - Gojira's drumkit! - the cozy, beige color of the walls and his living-room window... a lava 
lamp on the nearby table, that cast yellow hues on his long, enthralled body.. He was filming this in his 


apartment! No precaution measures at alll Was he a fool? 


| dared a look again at Mario - and now he was fingering his input using some kind of purple-red substance - a 
blueberry, cranberry whatever berry jam - for a lubricant and he was taking so much pleasure from this 
self-indulgent act, that his face was contorted in pure ecstasy! He retracted his long fingers - the ones that 
were holding the drumsticks at our live, two weeks ago, the same ones that our mother was washing 
meticulously after playing in the mud when he was three, kissing them better..- from his ass and then he 
inserted them into his mouth, the purple color of the makeshift lubricant used still visible, smeared now on his 


face eerily. | cringed. 
"Mon Dieu!" 


Christian coughed and Jean-Mi exhaled loudly. | didn't bear to look at them. My brother's moans caught my 


attention again, as he had just worked his erection to culmination. The lens of the camera blurred momentarily 


by a grayish, dripping blotch that was half-concealing my exhausted brother. | knew exactly what this blotch 


was- 

-and that was enough! 

Dead silence reigned in Christian's living room. The TV was showing the aftermath of Mario's superb show, 
while various comments from random users were popping up in the chat box below, conveying messages of 
enthusiasm, sleazy desire, and encouragement. 

Christian grabbed a handful of berries before addressing us nonchalantly: 

"Wow.. That was... quite.. éloquent! And original." 

He meant for the standards of a Gojira performance, | take it! 

"Definitely. It revealed some sort of expertise.” Jean-Michel took on. 

"Expertise and dedication.. And practice, of course." 

"Oh, practice. But he was persuasive and hot..." 

"Very, very hot! He has some.. generous assets and his skills are indisputable." 

"Yeah, an innate talent! | was even turned on-" 

"Well that's the point Jean-Mi, he gets through his-" 

"Shut the fuck up! Both of youl" | shouted at my two friends who were exchanging those preposterous, 
humiliating remarks. They stopped talking instantly, and yet another tense stretch of silence followed. Christian 
exchanged looks with Jean-Mi and feeling unable to keep quiet he spoke again: 

"That's why he couldn't come." 

"He couldn't come here, you mean! Otherwise, he came on the camera-" | exploded and then tried to compose 
myself. "I get it, now. Busy.. He said he was busy.. | see how busy he was.." | murmured, still gazing at the site 
page and the comments that were left for my brother, lewd and disgusting. The live footage had finished, no 
more images of his living room, but the rest of the information and the services provided were available to 
explore. 


"You have to admit he was good at-" 


"Shut up, Christian! Don't make it more.. more ridiculous!" | said and started navigating through the site with 


the mouse. "And by the way, how did you find this? Is it a porn site? Did he tell you?" | asked, concerned. 


Christian blushed as he attracted Jean-Michel's and my questioning stares. He tried to smile but failed again, 
only to blush wilder. 


"What sort of perverted site is this? Do you have to pay to watch... this?" | asked again and Christian started 


to sweat, his voice faltering now and again as if he was suddenly experiencing puberty again 

“There are several services provided on this site.. With a price.. Nothing illegal or dangerous...” 

"La petite framboise?!" Jean-Michel read out loud and turned to Christian: "Is that ..you? Your user ID?" 
"Well.. You see.." Christian mumbled, his face now scarlet like his precious raspberries on that damned plate. 
"Oh, no, don't tell me! You are a subscriber?" 

"For Christ's sake, Christian!" 


"Oh, guys... Don't be so.. so prudish! It's nothing evil or dangerous... It's more innocent than you make it 


appear..." 
"La petite framboise? For real?" How could | unsee it? | couldn't help laughing and crying at the same time. 
"Seems like you need a lot more than organic berries to get it.. up, Christian!" | motioned indicatively, really 


amused now. 


"He needs a Ggji-berry superstar", Jean-Mi read with a deep, sensual voice, showing the profile name of the 


‘performer’ we had just watched. 


My brother was circulating as 'Goji-berry superstar - probably a tribute to our band and the weird tastes of 
his best client. | face-palmed appalled at the overload of new information. 


"Hey, it's not just me.. Other people are paying to watch this!" Christian tried to explain. 


"People are paying to watch Mario finger himself with blueberry jam?" | asked and Christian nodded as if it was 


something completely natural. 
"He is not cheap... | paid a good amount of money for this.. tonight... And there were several other users." 


"That's how he bought his new car.. Do the math, guys.." Jean Michel said and we remained silent again, 
pondering what he had just suggested. 


Suddenly my brother's side project didn't seem so revolting. Or dangerous, as it had, initially. | mean, | still 


found it awkward to watch him in.. action, but there were a few people and fans who would definitely 


appreciate it. It was not as if he was doing any harm, or putting himself in danger. And he was earning some 


pretty easy Euros from the safety of his home. 


"He has some talent, | must admit." | murmured and my friends looked at me. "You saw.. He had „studied his 


moves... Chosen the song.. 

"Undoubtedly. He is a natural talent!" Christian emphasized. 

"He is good-looking, too. | get it, people getting off on him." 

"And he is being paid." 

"Can you remind me why we're still making records?" | asked finally and we all looked at each other shocked. 


| mean, | had a point, right? 


The end 


> 


